

HORACE EENBOW In his clean, wretchedly-fitting khaki
which but served to accentuate his air of fine and deli-
cate futility, and laden with an astonishing impedi-
menta of knapsacks and kit bags and paper-wrapped
parcels^ got off the two-thirty train. Across the tight
clotting of descending and ascending passengers the
sound of his spoken name reached him, and he roved
his distraught gaze^ like a somnambulist rousing to
avoid traffic,, about the agglomerate faces. "Hello,
hello,'* he said; then he thrust himself clear and laid
his bags and parcels on the edge of the platform and
moved with Intent haste up the train toward the bag-
gage car*

"Horace!" his sister called agains running after him.
The station agent emerged from his office and stopped
him and held Mm like a finely-bred restive horse and
shook his hand? and thus his sister overtook Mm.
He turned at her voice and came completely from out
his distraction and swept her up in his arms until
her feet were off the ground^ and kissed her on the
mouth.

"Dear old Narcy," he said? kissing her again, Then
lie set her down and stroked his hands on her face, as
a child would, "Bear old Narcy," he repeated^ touch-
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